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Madam, 


The mojf Lamentable Trageffie a® 

My loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both arc infinite : 

I heare fome noyfe within, deare Loue adue : 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Momtague be true ; 

Stay but a littlc,I will come againe. 

Ro. O blefTedjblefTcd night, lam afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. 

7#.Thrce words deare Romeo>&. goodnight indeed. 

If that tby bent of loue be honourable. 

Thy purpofc Marriage/cnd me word to morrow, 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performe the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy footellelay. 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam, 
I come, anon : but if , thou meaneft not well, 

I doc befeech thee (by and by I come,) 

To ceafe thy fute, and Ieaue me to my griefe. 

To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

/«. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand timesthe worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boycs from their Bookes, 
But loue from loue, toward Scboole with hcauie lookes. 

Enter Iuliet againe. 

lu, Hifi Romeo % hift, O for a Falkners voice, 

T o lure this T affell gentle backe againe, 

Eofldage is hoarfe,apd may fpeake alonde, 

Elfe would I teare the Cauejwhere Eccho lyes, 

And make her ay lie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Rotate. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filucr fweet, .found Louers tongues by nighty 
LikefpfcefbMuficke to attending cares. 

/#. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

/«/. What 5 dock to morrow 
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~^RomoanJ. Xrnet. 

Shall I fend to thee? 

Re. By the houre of nine. 
hli. I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 
Ibaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

'Ro. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 

Iul<. I fhall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And Uc (Till flay, to haue thee ftill forjgec> 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

luh. Tis almoft morning, I would 
And yet no farther, then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like poore Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So louing Tealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Iu, Sweet fo would I, '•~ r l 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing : 

Good nigfit, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrowj 

That 1 fhall fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft 
Would J were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft 
Hence will I to my gho/lly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to crane, and my deare hap to tell. 


‘Enter Fryer alone with a Rafket. Exit. 

Fri. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning m c ht ' 
Cneckrmg the Eaflcrne Gioudes with ftreakes of light ; 

And fleckcld daiknefle like a drunkard reeles, b 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles 
Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye, * . 

The day to cherre, and nights dankedew todrv 
I mun vpfill thU Ofier Cage of ours, :* • 

_vvith nalefull weeds, and precious iuyeedflowers 

i he earth that snaturesmother in her Tombe * 

What is her burying Graue ? that is her wombe j 


